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,"In that case I suppose you'll have to ring.
But perhaps in a day or two you could come
along. . . ."

With my mind still on the unaccommodating
bomb, I go into the nearest Post Office to assure .
Martin, in response to an agitated night letter
telegram from New York, that I am alive up
to date.

"Would you kindly give me a delayed-action
cable form," I say to the girl behind the counter,
and cannot understand why she bursts out
laughing.

A few days later I do "come along55 to
Chelsea, not knowing whether I shall find my
house still standing or, like so many others
which once possessed the same qualities of
history and grace, a sorry heap of ruins. To my
surprise, the house appears unharmed and the
barricades have been removed; the bomb has
evidently exploded during the week-end in which
the Town Hall was inaccessible to telephone
calls. A temporary tidiness has been bestowed
upon the forlorn Embankment by Chelsea's
efficient A.R.P. service, but in the old familiar
streets linking the King's Road with the river
are hideous gaps and piles of debris which were
once beautiful dwelling-houses. I have seen the
names of some of their owners in the obituary
column in The Times . . .

For once a raid-warning is not in operation,